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Intimacy 


Author's Notes: 
Man, I've been gone a long time. Hahah, that\'s what working full time does for you | guess. Here\'s just a 
little something !\'ve had on the backburner for a while. Hope you enjoy 2) 


James gave a contented purr in the back of his throat. He was warm, had a nice full stomach and had his 


baby by his side. Things really were pretty good right now. 


He'd missed this, it was only now that he was realising how much. How long had it been now? Three weeks or 
so since he'd move back in with Lars. Sometimes it seemed like it was only five minutes, sometimes it felt so 


long it was like he'd never left, hadn't been gone for a year and a half. 


There were little things though, little reminders that caught him off guard, that reminded him how long he'd 
been gone. A new piece of furniture here, a fresh paint job there, Lars’ new paintings and photos, little trinkets 
and pieces of everyday life which James didn't recognise and forced to the front of his mind how removed 


he'd been from Lars' life. 


There were bigger things too.. 
Like how he was sleeping in the guest bedroom still 


Not that James was bitter. No! Not at alll He was amazingly grateful that Lars had given him this umpteenth 
chance! That's why he hadn't said anything, hadn't pushed, hadn't even questioned when, on that day three 
weeks ago when he parked his car back into its old spot in the garage, dragged his bags through the familiar 
kitchen, had felt so fucking good when Lars had hugged him so warmly..and had been shown to the guest 


bedroom. 


James mentally shook himself, shouldn't focus on the negatives. It'll happen eventually, that's what Phil said, 
Lars just needs space to readjust. Intimacy isn't something that can just reappear after what happened, it has 


to be rebuilt, block by block 


Today it felt like one of those blocks has been put back into place. Nothing too special had happened, it was just 
another Saturday really. James had started working on his truck about mid morning, had been pleasantly 
surprised when Lars came out to sit on the cool cement, leaning back against the car and handing him tools, 


chatting away the morning. 

Then there had been lunch, sandwiches and milk. Everything had felt so natural, so easy, like everything was 
falling back into place! That's why, when James had seen the box of chocolates with a big ‘sale’ sticker on the 
front, he found himself putting it in his basket with the rest of the groceries later that afternoon 


Lars had wrinkled his nose a little when he saw it in the grocery bags, "What are you buying now? We only 


needed some cereal and bread" 
"It was on sale," James shrugged and gave a lopsided smile, “and | know you like these ones.” 


Lars had muttered something about ‘only after dinner’ but James could tell he was trying to hide a smile, that 
he'd just bought himself some serious points on the Lars Scale. 


So he'd waited till after dinner to bring them out, when Lars was sitting in front of TV, flicking aimlessly while 
he tried to find something to watch. Lars had rolled those bright green eyes of his when James had presented 
the chocolate tray to him, arms stretched out in front of his body like a child asking for a treat. 

"Ok, just don't let me eat the whole fucking box by myself." 


James sat down on his side of the couch, put the box between him and Lars so they could share and started 
to watch the channel Lars had settled on. Terminator 2 was on, not a bad choice for a lazy Saturday night. 


Everything had seemed so natural and peaceful, James had barely registered when Lars had moved the 


chocolate box so he could lay down and place his head on James’ thighs. 


That's the thing! It was natural! So perfectly natural that Lars would do something like that! Something warm 


and loving and.intimate. 

And by that token, it was perfectly natural that James would pick up a strawberry creme and pop it into Lars’ 
pretty mouth (still so pretty after all these years, he thought) when he opened it to make some smart 
comment about the out of date technology in the film. 


Lars looked shocked for a moment, but quickly started giggling and chewing, giving James a playful poke to the 


belly as a reprimand. 


Soon it developed into a little game, Lars opening his mouth and making ‘ahh ahh‘ noises when he wanted to be 
fed, like a baby bird, James laughing and indulging him. So easy, so natural. 


James picked up a pecan log, "Open wide, babe." 
Lars gave a little snort-giggle, "Why? Is it big?" 
"Well, being around you makes it bigger.” 


James had frozen for a brief moment, worried he'd stepped over the invisible line which still sat between Lars 


and himself, but relaxed at Lars’ mirthful laugh. 

"You loser! You fucking loser!" he gasped out between giggles, wiping a tear from the corner of his eye. 

The laughs faded into silence, a not entirely comfortable one. The air was tinged now with the tiniest hint of 
sexual tension. James tried to focus back on the movie. No pressure, don't push him, he needs space, he needs 


time... 


Lars reached a hand up and tickled the underside of James' chin, tugged his goatee lightly. James looked down 
and smiled on one side of his face. 


"Its pretty drafty in the guest room this time of year, isnt it?" 
"A bit," James felt hope bubbling in his gut. 


"Hmm." Lars turned himself a little so he was laying on his side, facing the television, "You'd better sleep in 
the master bedroom then" 


There was a few more moments of expectant silence before Lars spoke again, "with me." 
It was only with those two words that James noticed the very slight tremor in Lars' voice, the tension in the 


set of his shoulders. This was new ground for him too, rocky territory they were both trying to cover while 


blindfolded and with their hand tied behind their backs. 


James placed a hand on Lars shoulder, stroked it down his arm, "That'd be nice." 


EK 

James hadn't been sure, when they went up to bed that night, what Lars would want. He made a conscious 
decision though to make no move himself, Lars might just want to sleep next to him, sex was a big step. Phil's 
words rang out in his ears, "Intimacy does not equal sex." 


But someone else apparently had different ideas. 


James had pulled off his shirt and was thinking where the best place to leave it would be (he wasn't sure if 
his draws in the closet would still be empty) when he felt a warm and familiar hand sneak around his hip. 


‘I've missed you Jamie," whispered words, fingers dipping below his waistband now, ".so much." 


"Lars still smells the same," James caught himself thinking, as he lay Lars down on their bed. He still smelled 


like expensive cologne and that soap he always used and lemons and very faintly of cigarette smoke. 

"He still feels the same." 

Lars still had those slender shoulders which fit so perfectly under James’ hands. His stomach wasn't as lean as 
it used to be, but Hell, whose was? Lars’ thighs were still just as smooth though, they still felt warm and soft 


skinned when the wrapped around James’ waist. 


And when Lars moaned out James's name, his voice hitching and whining, James knew he still sounded the 


same. 


And it was later, when James was kissing the sweat from Lars shoulders as the smaller man quivered beneath 
him, that James realised Lars still tasted the same. 


And when they were finally done, when Lars was pulling James’ arms around him and fitting himself close 
against James’ body, just like Lars had always done in the past, James realised, that even though he didn't 
recognise that Basquiat painting in the hall and he didn't know where the sheets he was lying on came from, he 
realised that the important things hadn't changed. 

Lars hadn't changed. 


James just hoped he had. 


